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Summary: A modern day version of Kushina and Mikoto 's friendship. No 
yuri, hetero friendship. Mikoto is a stay at home mother (SAHM) who 
befriended Kushina, a new engineer with her husband's company. They 
struck a friendship and so here's the story. Later will include baby 
Sasuke and baby Naruto. 


Don't cry for me 

**This one is going to be a write and think later story, totally like 
a bunch of one shots sown togeetther . * * 

**Disclaimer : Kishimoto owns the characters. I own the fanfic 
plot . ** 

**Don't cry for me** 

Chapter 1 

Mikoto looked at her one year old baby toddling across the living 
room. Little Itachi had been walking since he was a mere eight months 
baby and all her friends thought he was a miracle. He was indeed. She 
had waited three years for the arrival of her first son and now she 
spent every waking moment with him, counting her little blessings. 
Photographing and recording his very milestone. 

As lady of the house, she had quit her job after marrying Fugaku 
Uchiha. She chose not to work, not because she was married to an heir 
of one of the wealthy families in Japan, it was simply because she 
wanted to spend her time with her husband, be there when he returns. 
Her job as a journalist demanded her to work late into the night and 
faraway from home. When Itachi arrived, the more reason to stay at 
home and dote on her long awaited child. She realized that those 
wobbly little feet will soon walk in shoes, sizes bigger than hers. 
Although Itachi was a mini sized version of Fugaku, his gentle and 
caring personality evident even when he couldn't speak, was hers. She 



raised him all by herself without a maid or nanny. Itachi was also 
crazy for her, even Fugaku was jealous. 


It was a stormy night that day, Fugaku had been coming home late for 
weeks now, only Mikoto and Itachi were in their bungalow. Itachi had 
slept early and Mikoto snuggled up to him, thinking he would wake up 
what with the storm roaring. Half an hour passed and the storm 
subsided to drizzling rain, still Itachi did not stir. Being an 
overprotect ive mother, Mikoto checked whether her son was breathing. 
She did this every day since he was born, just a peculiarity of a 
first time mother. 

Mikoto remembered that she had not called her husband at all today. 
Her heart was tugging to call him. Upon checking again that her 
dozing son was dead to the world, she decided to fetch her phone from 
the home study to call her husband. She had been charging her 
handphone there because she did not want to spend her quality time 
with her son only to be interrupted by texts and calls. 

She slid quietly onto her feet and stepped onto the carpeted floor 
like a kunoichi. She repressed her laugh as she jumped and landed 
from the bed to the door in a few nifty moves. Looking once again at 
the peacefully sleeping Itachi, she headed to the study, tiptoeing of 
course . 

She flipped her handphone's leather protector open and peered at her 
phone. It was puzzling why Fugaku had not called her at all. She 
flicked her eyes outside her windows looking at the wet leaves and 
flowers, asking herself why her husband had not called her when he 
was two hour later than usual. Looking back at her phone, she began 
dialing her husband's personal handphone number and waited for the 
other side to pick up. 

After the second ring a gentle voice greeted her, unmistakeably a 
woman ' s . 

"Hello, this is Mikoto. Who is this?" She asked, voice trembling in 
anxiety. Never in her life had someone answered the phone other than 
Fugaku ' s male personal assistant or his naughty younger sister. 

"Oh you are Fugaku ' s wife, he umm, he left his phone in my office 
when he left. He went to the hospital after he received the news that 
an important client of ours met with an accident. I am Kushina 
Uzumaki, his new colleague. I am just about to go home when I heard 
the phone vibrate from under my table." 

"Umm, thank you for telling me of his whereabouts." 

"Errr, can you wait for a minute, I need to take this other 
call." 

"Surea€|" Mikoto said, finding herself staying on the line instead of 
disconnect ing and calling Fugaku ' s other phone. 

She wondered why her husband had not told her about this new 
colleague, it must be because he did not know about her at all or 
that time was not on their side to talk about the office, what with 
Fugaku being busier than usual lately. Although Mikoto did not work 
for the Uchiha, Fugaku had gifted her some shares of his company and 
he always updates her on the company's development. She chose to 



ignore about the absent updates and focus on the present 
issue . 

"Hello, are you still there? It's Mikoto right? I heard your name 
from my officemate this morning and saw your picture in the Company 
Family Day collage that they posted in the website. Hehe, nice to 
have the chance to speak to you." 

"Yes, my name is Mikoto." 

"Oh sorry for being intrusive. It is just that the company had a very 
large male to female employee ratio that I thought you were maybe an 
officemate whom I never met since I came here a week ago. I also just 
met your husband this morning and he had not even known I am the 
other vice president just half an hour ago. Oh my I talk too much. I 
think I should just shut up now." 

Mikoto chuckled over the phone. "Never mind Kushina. I think you 
should keep the phone with you and give it to Fugaku later when he 
realizes his loss." 

"Or that I could return it to you today. They told me that he will 
return straight home when the client's stable. I have been defending 
the fort since he left and it's getting late now and we'll I don't 
have anyone waiting for me at home... ummm. Maybe I get to meet 
Uchiha junior. Well, sorry if I blab too much but I am not doing 
anything tonight and who knew this could be the start of a beautiful 
friendship? " 

Mikoto thought for a second, she had always maintained a respectable 
distance from her husband's colleagues' wives. The wives had been 
friendly when they meet during the annual family day but they never 
met each other outside of that time. Maybe because they all had very 
young children and they didn't share similar interest that she was 
not, keen to spend time with them, and them with hers. It was also 
the fact that they were mostly working mothers while she is a stay at 
home mother. Their interests and hobbies were not in line, maybe 
that's why they aren't friends. 

"If you insist," Mikoto smiled. "My address is 56, Kirin Street 3/55, 
Hokage Lane. Mikoto didn't need to ascertain whether Kushina was 
really from Fugaku ' s office, his handpone rarely left his side unless 
he left it with his assistant during meeting or if his sister stole 
it for prank calling Mikoto. This was the first time his husband left 
his phone accidentally. 

"Oh Hokage Lane, that's a nice housing area. I am in need of a house 
closer to this office anyway, maybe I'll take this as a kind of recce 
for a new house. Well, I sure am vomiting words now. I'll be there in 
fifteen minutes. Bye." 

Mikoto smirked at the eagerness of the woman on the other line. She 
walked out of the study and checked once again on Itachi who was now 
sleeping on his side, one thumb in his mouth and drooling. She smiled 
at the young innocent boy and slipped into the kitchen to make tea. 
She could serve the cupcakes she had baked that evening. 

Being almost thirty and a stay at home mother, Mikoto knew she would 
not often have plenty of opportunity to befriend woman her age unlike 
during her youth. At this rate the ability to create and maintain a 



friendship drops to almost zero percent because she had prioritised 
her son and husband while everything else comes second. But today, 
suddenly out of the blue someone wants to befriend her. She wondered 
if Fugaku would be okay with this since he rarely mix business with 
pleasure. Will he allow his wife to be friends with his 
colleague? 

Ignoring those worthless worries, she poured water into a kettle and 
started gathering cups and plates for her incoming guest. She hoped 
that Kushina turned out to be a as nice as she sounded, it was tiring 
for Mikoto to make people understand of her commitment to her family, 
she hoped Kushina is not one of those kind. 


End 
f ile . 



